THE SCHOUDLER CRASH

not permit insulting allegations to be made against the Prime Minister
unless you are in a position to produce immediate proofs!"

And boos rose from where there had previously been applause,
applause from where there had been boos.

Rousseau was standing up again,

"I am accused/' he said, turning proudly towards the Assembly, "of
having placed my influence at the service of a private company. Doubt-
less, being unable to attack my administration, there is a desire to attack
my honour. If the facts of exercising, of having exercised at one period
of my life ... a liberal profession/' continued Rousseau, "and of having
regularly received fees ... in legitimate remuneration for those services
is to constitute a basis of perpetual attack on the companies and per-
sons who paid those fees... to the detriment of justice, respect for
the law and the good of the State. .. who among us, Gentlemen,
could escape such false and ill-founded accusations? One would
have to have done nothing in one's life except be a deputy ... or a
Minister."

The little man's mind and voice were making their maximum effort.

" Do you think that subscriptions to election expenses ... lucrative
jobs for family or friends. . . cannot be considered as indirect honor-
ariums?"

"Who are you attacking?" shouted those who felt themselves at-
tacked. "Names! Names! ... Your accusations are infamous!"

"No more than yours," replied Rousseau.

"Names! ...  You're not answering...  Liar!"

The Deputies began drumming with their fists on the desks or bang-
ing the lids.

"Why is it always political lawyers who are attacked?" said Rous-
seau, endeavouring to continue.

"Because they're the most corrupt!" shouted the Deputy Gouriot.

"There always have been political lawyers, and there always will be/'
replied Rousseau.

"It was even they who founded the Republic!" Robert Stenn cried
from the Left-centre, in the first place because he was a lawyer, and in
the second because he saw with regret that the debate was getting off
the point.

But the hubbub, far from decreasing, reached its climax. The desks
banged. The deputies were hurling insults from one end of the benches
to the other, and shaking their fists. They were insulting each other
without even being able to hear what the insults were. Every unpleas-
ant or scandalous affair due to the collusion of power with private
interest for the last fifty years was brought up.

And the elegant, ingenuous young ladies, astonished and rather
frightened, began wondering whether this very night, when they were
there, wasn't the beginning of the revolution.
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